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One Touch of Nature
By lihe Krafft
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THK f.ghting in the Btlflfltfl, the square*.
and the opflfl spaccs of the little town

had ccastd.
The Kn-uh were driven back in wild rout

|1ll,H_ the fl ©ded hills. The thunder of the

car.nor. had died away, and only scattering
ahota now and then from the border of the

umadu told the ii.habiUnta that the pursuit of

the enemy rontinued.
Prau Hanna Biidenkamp, who, with her

ehi.drrn at her side, had knelt long in ardent

pray-er. rai.wd her head now and then and
lirrtrrttl.

Aft**r the candle had burncd down and the

l-utt ray flf sunlight had vanished outside tha

tlflfli IJflliail cellar window one could hardly
M his hand bflfoifl Ul ffl*** Bttl the children
no longer sl.rirked aml w.pt. Th.-y merely
,hing tight, still frii/htcncd ar.d trembling. tfl

her skirt The grundfather, who m the tirst

hour** flf the battle had prayed aloud or every

now and ttVn spoken chetTingly and reassur-

mg'.y to his daughter, had now fallen a-leep
and sat crumplcl up in u corner. surrounded
hy wine caaks and bottles.
The young wife felt for him in the gloom

and flhoor. BUfl l_*aajld»r.
"(Irandfalher. there 1-- no more liring in the

city. Wflltfl BB, grandfalher!"
But it wa* I tolli taaaafl befora the old man

fully understu.r.i her. Ururik with Bgflflp, ha
stumbled up.-'pened the cellar door and listened
for Bignfl of Life OI mcvi-meiit upstairs. As all

waa still Ifl the barrtrd and bolted house, he

.huflVed up the cteps, looked into the kitchen

.nd tha adjoining l-aflSJM and, finding nothing,
ealled his daughter and the grandchildren up

out of their hiding place.
I'nsteadily the three stole up the creakinvr.

atairB into the lighted alflflfjjng room, where

Frau Hanna at once put the children 111 -flflil
twde. In their exhaustum they had forgotUn
hunger and thirst. Again and again she

kisstKi their round. tear-stained fares. That

night she said their evening prayer alone.

Only the grandfather, who sat breathing
heavily in his armchair, mumhled a few

wordfl in accompaninoent. his white head «unk

on his breast and his eyes half shot

-And forgire us our tr«

give those who treapass"
Rt that time he was Bjfgdfl aound I

The young wife shook herself tflgflUtflf UrOh
o>n- effort, be.ng alao Bfl the point ot

yialdiag to har ovarpowaring fatigua. Sh.

tuahj j, f«w atepa towi>rd tha bureau, where

stood a picture of her husband, who for weeks
had been fighting somewhere at the front.

Sobbing, she gazed at the smiling face under
the tflass.
"Franz!" she called, helplessly.
But her outstretched arms remained empty.

Her timid cry echoed baek to her. She was

all alone in her preat fear and need.
She had strenjrth enough to open the door

whieh led baek into the kitchen nnd to shut it

again softiy. Then she sank unconscious into
a ehair whieh stood near by, striking her head
hard against its thick wooden baek. How long
a-he sat them she oovld not tell. A current of
eeol night air came in from somewhere- an.l
the rustline Boiflfl of the trees in the garden.
whieh lay just beyond the kitchen.
The feeling that a door must have been left

open finally roused tho youncr wife. And there
__thore.what *ma that that forced her tn

turn her head with a start? A groan, loud
and Bganizing of a sort whieh she was sure

she had never heard before. It rOflfl above the
murmur of the wir.d. the rustlintr of the trees.

thc far-off echo of foatfltflBj ai.d the dull noises
from the inner part of the town, from whieh
thc Preach had been driven after hours of

fighting.
Frau Hanna was suddenly herself again.

strong and fresh. Down there in the garden
somebody lay wounded.her nek'hbor, per¬

haps, who had ventured out of his house too

soon.thc neighbor's wife.or a friend.a
n-lative from the town, who knew that she had

itayed in the suburb alone with her ehildren
and her old father, and wanted to look after
her and help her. And he had been struck by
those terrible missiles.perhaps shot down by
some retreating Frenchman whose path he had
crossed.

Oh, how .-he hated those enemies, with their
pale, black-bearded face? and their dark,
malicious eyes!

But now they were gone.driven roughly out

by the incoming (ierman soldiers. The town
was German again.safely German. Good
GimI, it maat remain German unless all that
was right ar.d holy was a doccption and a lie!
The young wife straightened up her tired

badf and bru.hed the dishovcllcd bkmd hair
,,.)t of her face. A half an hour before she
had trembled in fear and horror of the French
invaders. NoflJ aa the gmaning down below

gttm stronger and stronger she no longer felt

any fear.
She stepped into the kitchen, crossed the

rloor and W.osened the bolts nf the heavy house

door, whieh opened into the garden.
There everything wa- still, except for the

bleating of the tw.» Bjeatl in the stable whieh

they had forgotten to milk. High up over the

trees the moon flnated and the stara shone.
A smell of smoke was ln the air. From over

.here where the broud main stroit of the town

ran came a sound like the rattle of wheels on

the pavement and the flash of scurrying lan-
terns. Then all was darkness again.pitchy
darkness on all sides.

Thi young wife lighted the stable lantern.
atill r-tanding upright on th* wheelbarrow in

whieh the grandfather had brought yesterday
fn.m the meadow the last remnants of foragv
for the goutv. Her tingers trembled for there

there came once more that fearful groaning.
lt .ame from the midst of the old ditched-m
pea vine bed, on whosa edgc stood the tall sun-

flowers and the gay-colored, long-stemmed
asters. whu-ae first blooms she had stuck a6 a

U.uquet in the muzzle of Franr.'n rifle when he
\wiit away.
The little wiMiden gate whieh Ifld into the

garden ataod open. Some pahng* of the -ide
w.re broken. The shru'.bery was crushed

BBd the ehildren'.- little carefully tendod fii.wer
i>ed v>as trodden down.

With hei body b«nt forward th. young wifa

picked her way among the tree*. clenching har

The Pop-Eyed Man, His Life and Habits
Drawingl by (iuy I'ene du Bois

luminous rcith inrondrsemts nnd prodiool -cith fluttrrnu, tuxedord uaiters, he and

hT"ellons morr flosktl, and ccipnlentl, on. Thr, # 1 cornrr ^^Tafld
itruienth, fair iobbo thina,. who QMrgU h. glae a, their nnffimj wUUaiam and

teeth together and clutching her coat with her

hand, as if to force hersc-lf ahead into the

obscurity. Perhaps it was not her neighbor,
or even one of her acquaintances who lay in

thc garden. Perhaps it was a poor. wound< d

soldier, one of the city's gallant saviors, who,
struck down by a French bullct, had been

slowly bleeding his life away.
Frau Hanna llftfld thc lantern higher as >he

stood by the uprooted pea vine l<ed.
A dark body lay there. sti-ctchcd out at full

length. Both hands clut.hed the damp earth.
The eyes were fixed.wide open.black. tern-

fying eyes. Dishevelled black hair under a

kepi of foreign make; the blue coat thrown

open; lielow the coat rcH. flaming red, trous.-r-

.almost as red as the biood whieh showed on

the white shirt just over the heart.
Frau Hanna starcd, terror-stricken. at thfl

waxen-cn'ored, difltorted face. Wda'l the arm

raise itself? Didn't the hands move menaeing-
!y and angrily?
With a ery of alann lhe itumblad baek.

ran through the garden and past th" atable.
Now. tha;tk God! ihfl was in th- house again.

N'o frifltld- no German-lay down then-. A

1-'ri-nch'i'an wus iu her gardaB, one of thfl
enemy who had brought BO DJUch evil OB her
and on all thfl others, who had oflly flriabed o

live in peace.
What h:ul she intendfd to do when she flrenl

so quickly and impulsively out into thfl
garden'.' To bring help'.' Ye.-. she would

gladl* have given aid to a 'Ierman. Put to :i

Frenchman.never! He might bleod to death'.'
But to move a hand to save him, so that (ier¬
man v would have one more enemy.Never!

Frau Hanna grew more excited from

minute to minute. She ran into the room

where the children slept, where the grand-
father still sat motionless on his chair, where

the pieture of her husband stood on the

dressing table. smiling as though there never

had been a war -as though he himself were

still there.
"Franz!" she pleaded, distractedly.
But he did not answer. She had heard

nothing of him for three long weeks. She did
not know whether he was hungry or well fed,
whether he had a bed to sleep on or was

lying stiff and cold in alien soil.
.Franz!" sobbed the young wife.
What happened then al) at once? What

vbion was that which suddenly came to her?
By what weird, mysterious mental process
could it have heen evoked?

\ dear, familiar figure. lying wounded unto

death. Parkncss, terror and loneliness. Alien

s..ii, alien inhabitants, to whom he groaned
aloud in his suffering, and who did not hear
him.who would not hear him.

"Franz!" cried Frau Hanna for the third
time. She cried so loud that the old man in
the aitmhair started up in spite of all his
droariinflsa and weariness. Even the tired
children lifted their heads.
.Tapa!" said the .-maller one, half drcam-

ing.
The next minute Fiau Hanna was standing

t.esido her father and shaking his arm.

-tii-aii'lfather, for God's sake, grandfather,
don't go to sleep again! There is some one

lying down there in our garden, wounded,
hleeding to death. He will die if you go to

.' aw.,\. . .¦.
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A Story of War and a Woman
Transfoted by William /.. McPherson

sleep again. Grandfather! Help me! Help
me to carry him into the house!"
The old man blinked a couple of times into

his daughter's troubled face. Then he hurried
with her, as fast as his old legs could carry
him. He said nothing and asked no queations.
He did not even feel the cold night wind blow-

ing on his haggard, emaciated breast, whieh
had been so often racked with violent spells of
coughing. He ran after his daughter to the
stable and into the garden, stumbling over

shrubbeiy and roota and rubbing his eyes
again and again with hi» hand, bo as to Jbe

quite awake and useful. He followed her until
she pulled up with a start, gathering her forces
together so that she could stand firm, whatever
happened.
The wounded man now lay quite still. His

groaning had ceased. his eyes were closed.
One hand, whieh before had clutched the earth.
was now lifted and held in its stiffened ringers
an object whieh it had half drawn out of the
pocket of the opened coat.

"Is.is he.is he dead?" whispored the young
wife in alarm.

"Yes, he is dead. grandfather," she cried
aloud.
The old man bent over, lowering the stable

lantern whieh he had taken from his daughter's
trembling hands.
"Take hold," he said. "The blood is still

flowing. No, not that way, Hanna. You must
take him by the legs."

She obeyed. The flickering light of the lan¬
tern confused her. She no longer saw an alien
face with coal black hair.an alien uniform.
She saw only blood. that trickled slowly across

the breast of a loved one, stained the white
skin and ran even to the heart, whieh seemed
suddenly to stop and never, never beat again.
"No," she sobbed; "Merciful God, no! Franz

lives. He must live for our sakes."
So she helped her father carry the stranger

into the house. Slowly. earefully, stop by step
through the garden and the paved stable yard.
Then up tho itflira to the door of the room in
whieh for two nights past her bed had stood
unused by the side of her absent husband's.
The grandfather looked up, breathing hard

under his heavy, almost lifeless burden. He
did not know whether his daughter would
permit this half-dead stranger to be earried
through that door into her own bedroom.

But she had already pushed the door open
with her elbow. Something drove her on,
forced her to forget all her antipathy to her
alien guest. She know one thing only: "What
you do for this man here, may others do to
your husband over there in their country!"
Now the wounded man lay on the wide bed,

OB whieh dropped and crumbled the black
.arth doda whieh had clung to the cloth of his
uniform.

But Frau Hunna did not notice that. Nor
did she notice the dust and dirt stains on the
body, from whieh her father had removed the
coat in order to look at the woiind. The pulse
beat still; the heart throbbed \voak!y. He was

not dead yet, the French t* IdlflT, who, fleeing
and in auffering, had aOUfht .et'uge in her
quiet, peaceful Genr.un gunieii.

Frau Hanna had brought water, i.andagca
and some antiseptics. Thc old father had
more than once bound up a wound and under¬
stood thoroughly how to do it.
He washed the unconsciuua soldier, stemmed

the flow of the blood with wadding. speaking
no word whieh betrnyed a consciousness that
it was an enemy for whom he was performing
this truly Good Samaritan service. Had he
forgotten that only a few hours ago, down
here in the gloomy cellar, he had consigned

all Frenchmen to destruction.thut he had
clenched in anger the hands with whieh he
wai foinf to Btrangle every Frenchman who
mifht come hia way?

Now there was nothing more for FVaa
Har.na to do.
The father pulled the covers up over tbe

woun led man. laid compresses on his brcw
and listtned again to the beating of hi* heart.
Near by the ehildren slept in their bed*.

The night became darker and st.'.ier. Th*
picture of the far-away father smiled
its glass.
The young wife stole silently out of tfle

The great excitement under whieh Bh« bti
been laborn.g had quieted down. She bit her
teeth together so as not to cry out in the rad-
den fit of doubt and perp'.exity whieh noa

seized her. She had an enemy in her booai!
She had perhaps saved his life so that litet h*
might.tnke another's life. Had she done nghV
The lantern, still burning, stood on th* flin-

dow case by the stairway, where her fathrr
had placed it. And right in front of her.'on
the uppermost step, lay a strange, i-lack obj*rt
.the same that the wounded man had hald
faat in his tingers down there la the nrdto.
and whieh he had dropped when they Ca^riea
him i.pstairs. Frau Hanna bent over.aad
picked it up. It was a pocketbook of scratebad,
dingy leather, with blood atair.s on it wflicB
were still moist.
The young wife's fir.gers shook so that tb*

pocketbook fell again to the floor and lay ther*
opened. All sort3 of paperi slipped out, aad
at her feet she saw an upturned phot graph of
two ehildren, who seenred to be about the iam*

¦fA as the two ehildren sleeping ia their b*d»
across the way.

Quickly Frau Hanna snatched up the pict¬
ure. Something was written at the bo'.toflifli
the white cardboard.quite awkwardly, juataa
awkwardly as her little boy had Kratt^lsw.
"God keep you, dear papa," on the photo*_Tll*
of herbelf and the ehildren whieh Frani bti
smilingly stuck in the pocket of h:s field ftflj
uniform when he was called away to war,

"Certainly the good God will keep m*. agn
dren, if I have your picture with mo." he bat
said.

This araa also a ehildren's picture. Alao .

Cttild'a handwriting in big, stiff Frcn.h liHlara.
The young wife read. spellir.g it oflt aw

sinking her head deeper and deeper over flfl**

she read:
"Que Dieu te protege, cher Papa!"
For a while she stood there, unabie to coo>

prehend at once all that was paasing «."

fusedly through her mind. Then she breitn**
a deep breath of relief. A smile cafli* is*
her stern, set face.thfl firat smile Ifl antl
weeks, warm. motherly and full of '.ove.

B< he turned again, aoftly putvhed ajar »»

door of the room where the old man stood »"¦

thc bedside of the wounded French soldier »>**¦
ing the outstretched hand whieh had natsll
sought his own.

"II- lives," flxclaimed Frau Hanna .*¦*'
antly. "He muat live, juat aa our owb Qflflaff
fathers must live, for whoae aafety their 9W
dren tremble and pray."

She stepped to thfl bad, looked into th* ***>
open, pleuding eyes, aaw a faca hagg»r- &*
eontinued privations in thi field. Sbe rai*»
the hand in whieh she held the rtr*nfe^dren'a pluitograph, with thfl foreign inatrhv
t.on: "Cjue Dieu te protege, cher PaP**"

yuietly she laid the pictura on thfl bad a*»
and saw how the two waxfln-yollow 9*9*
grasped it. Then aha hflard two Frwi<* "^
dren's namea weakly spoken. She tun»«d
went out again.to har owa ehildraa and
.¦ niilmg photograph of har haaband.

There she sank on har knees. ^
"Franz," she crifld out, half Unfhi-a<***

weeping, "you will liva like thia '»tDtr',TSI hav.- kept safe for hia chlldran's iaa* B
so will*." t^.
Thc face in th« pietura amilad oo ajjjjjbut proudly »nd afllf^<alVd«ntly, .* .*

Garman flghUr* artaUa.


